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"We're on top all right now, she'll have to knuckle under!"
exclaimed Michele as soon as our stepmother had left the room.
But no, that was not what chiefly emerged from this incident It is
true that Jean was asked, in the most friendly tone possible, to re-
member us to his mother. Brigitte even went so far as to express a
hope that he would let us hear from him when he got to England,
which was tantamount to admitting his right to correspond with
my sister. . . . This seeming defeat showed its true significance only
in the course of the two or three years which elapsed before I went
off to Paris. During all that rime Jean wrote regularly, several times
a week, to Michele from Cambridge. To say that our stepmother
acquiesced in all this is to put die matter too mildly. Every day she
studied the girl's face, trying to read in it whether she had received a
letter, and whether it had told of pain or happiness. Not one detail
of this love affair, of this interminable succession of storms and
stresses, the story of which I must some day cell, was lost on
Brigitte Pian.

"She is pleased when I suffer," complained Michele. But that was
not true. Brigitte was not pleased, only interested, passionately
concerned.

Another thing that Michele said was: "Now that she can no
longer torment anybody she has become like those people who find
their only sexual satisfaction in watching others making love.
And that I found nearer to the truth. The whole centre of Brigitte
Pian's interest in life had shifted. She no longer worked at her old
task, adding link by link to the armour of her false perfection.
Consequently, she had time now to study others, to observe the
strange game they played under the name of love, that game from
which, for so long, she had averted her gaze in horror, without
attempting to fathom the mysteries which the word conceals,

Michele, so far from being touched by the interest which our
stepmother was showing in her, suspected every kind of evil inten-
tion, and was careful not to reveal anything which concerned her
relations with Jean. Bur. Brigitte interpreted in her own way the
girl's fits of ill-temper, and drew her own conclusions from her
least sigh, and even from her period* of silence.